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another great action-packed 
comic! I've been a little off-colour 
this week as you'll soon find out, 
but I've taken a little time off 
from a bitter struggle with a 
rather nasty dose of Werelok 
venom, to write and tell you 
what's in store for you! 

This week we've a great, fact- 
filled feature on those wonderful, 
breath-taking special effects that 
you see on my television 
programme. A fascinating read 
... oh, but before I forget, there's 
one thing I really must ask you. 
Have you joined UNIT yet?The 
taskforce urgently needs your 
help in fighting alien forces that 
constantly threaten your little 
planet! 

Happy times and places. 
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Attention all UNIT Force 
Fighters! Here's this week's 
coded intelligence reports. 
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S omewhere, deep within 
the heart of the BBC lies 
the fascinating domain of 
Special Effects. Where, in 
amongst the sad remains of dis¬ 
tant Dr Who adventures, new 
exciting effects are at this 
moment being created for the 
next series! 

It's quite a place! Spaceships 
that once shot proudly across the 
Doctor's universe, now lie 
anxiously waiting for re-employ- 
ment. Guns, monsters, space 
cities and robots, past present or 
the process of being made, fill 
every spare corner. For this is 
where every explosion, amazing 
technological feat or clever piece 
of model filming, begins its life. 

Visual effects designer Colin 
Mapson, the man behind many 
of the Doctor's startling, spacey 
scenes, also works busily behind 
the screen on such television 
programmes as Blake's 7, Sykes, 
Monty Python's Flying Circus, 
The Goodies and Some Mothers 
Do 'Ave 'Em. 


SPECIAL 

EFFECTS 

A LOOK BEHIND THE SPACED-OUT SCENES 


Right: Colin constructs a monster 
using bent cane, foam rubber and 
latex. Above: The final terrifying 


It's not everyday that you 
meet someone who makes a 
living out of building futuristic 
spaceships, robots and alien 
weapons, so I asked Colin how 
he first started on his strange 
career. 

"I first worked in a shop as a 
window 


















denly got it into my head that I 
wanted to work for the BBC, so I 
came to London, where I got a 
job making props for a firm in 
New Malden." 

Luckily for Colin, this parti¬ 
cular firm made props for the 
BBC and he eventually got a job 
there. 

But life behind the scenes 
didn't turn out to be quite as 
exciting as he had first imagined. 
Colin fondly remembers a 
particularly muddy moment 
when, during location filming on 
the 1973 Dr Who adventure 
"The Green Death", he found 
himself crawling along a slag 
heap brandishing a glove-puppet 
maggot! 

"It was the middle of winter, 
and I was cold, wet and 
miserable." 

So much for the glamour of 
television. 

The unfortunate occasion is 
now nothing but a muddy 
memory in the life of a fully- 
fledged visual effects designer, 
who spends his time building 
space-ships, guns and monsters 


. . . treading the thin line 
between art and engineering. 

Engineering plays a large part 
in the grand schemes of tele¬ 
vision's visual effects . . . hyd¬ 
raulic rams, compressed air, 
colour separtation overlay ... I 
was soon lost in a haze of 
technical terms, wondering if 



special effects. Below: Coiin 
Mapson constructs an impressive- 
looking spaceship. 


there was any room left for 

artistic imagination! 

But the weird and beautiful 
alien effects which surround the 
Doctor on his adventures 
through time and space, gives full 
rein to artistic creation. For 
Colin Mapson, the designer of 
such ships' as the "Empress" 
(seen in the recent Dr Who 
adventure "Nightmare of Eden") 
building a spaceship is no small 
task. Every intricate detail, per¬ 
fectly positioned, is painted and 
then made to look old and 
tarnished. Colin even paints on 
the black streaks left by the 
force of a colliding meteor! 

But who designed the impres¬ 
sive steel grey corridors of the 
spaceship interior? For this, a 
location was found ... in 
Berkley Nuclear Power-Station! 
Colin admits that he was a little 
nervous about the choice of 
location, especially when hordes 
of ferocious Mandrels stormed 
the station and began their 
rampage against Eden's savage 
exploiters. For a visual effects 
designer, it's all in a day's work! 
























target of UFOs — unidentified flying omelettes. Children would be 
jjsent scrambling for cover as eggs fell out of the sky to splat the play¬ 
ground and mothers, taking their kids to school, have seen eggs 
hitting cars, fencing, and even trickling from rooftops. Mrs Ann 
Norman, of Wokingham, said: "They must drop from high up 
because they make a terrific noise when they hit the ground." The 
mothers suppose they are being dropped from a light aircraft, and 
have named the phantom aircraft "The Rhode Island Red Baron" — 
but a Civil Aviation Authority spokesperson, at Hest, Middlesex, 
[didn't think too much of the idea. Plane noises have been heard 
sometimes when eggs have been seen falling, but no one can link the 
definitely. These bombardments, which ceased suddenly, i 
in early December 1974. The school's name is Keep Hatch! If9 
these events were an elaborate practical yolk no one could say what g 
Anyone would have gained by going to so much trouble. 


h DARWIN VERSUS NOAH 

I When Darwin first 

announced 

I his theory of Ev 

olution in 

I 1859, the existence of fossil 

dinosaurs' bones wa: 

used as an 

opponents claimed 

that it was 

unnecessary to use 

the theory 

of natural selection 


their disappearance - 

they were 

just too large to fit 

on Noah's 


STUPID BRILLIANCE 

Einstein had something of a 
reputation as an absent-minded 
Professor. He once used a 
cheque for 1,500-dollars as a 
bookmark — then lost the 
book. A newspaper reporter 
asked him how he managed to 
remember such details as his 
hotel room number. "That's 
simple", he replied "it is 1414, 
the square root of 2". 
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[Scientists in the Carnegie Institu¬ 
tion, USA, have been trying 

twTdlamonds until the pressure 

i= 

'flowed" I 
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THE QUEEN WHO BECAME KING * 

It was the fashion in ancient 
^ x-, to shave and wear 

Whan k"inn Thllt- 


.jccivvvnu DEI 

It was the fashion m anucin 
Egypt for men to shave and wear 
a false beard. When King Thut- 
mose II died, his wife took the 
throne and made herself King 
Hatshepsut. She wore men's 
clothes and (you guessed it) a 
false beard! 


HIPPO HAIR-CREAM 

The Egyptians were famed fi 
their cosmetics. But if none i 
their shampoos, pomades, dy 
improved your hair there wa; 


r “^^EARD BUDGET 
Peter the Great Tsar of Ri 
put a tax on beards. He 
banned them altogether 

turnabout 

The Centigrade scale of ten 
ture is sometimes callec 
Celcius scale after the 
person to base the measure 
^temperature on the.fre 
and boiling points of wati 
thermometer made by A 
Celcius himself would be u - 
today, however; he called 
'Zing point 100 degree 
|,boiling point 0 degrees. 




























A MUMMY CASE MIGHT SEEM TO BE AS GOOD 
A PLACE AS ANY TO HIDE IN/ BUT, AS OUR 
READERS KNOW, THINGS ARE NOT ALWAYS 
WHAT THEY SEEM/ 
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S omewhat reassured by the 
Doctor's increasing grip of 
the problem, Sharon con¬ 
tinued . . . "And as the deadline 
approached, the Elders were 
unable to find a solution to the 
problem, and at the last minute 
their planet's greatest master 
criminal, Xebal, offered them a 
chance of survival. Although he 
had been imprisoned for years 
for dabbling in the black arts, 
they accepted his proposals, 
having no alternative. 

"In the last few days before 
the wave struck, Xebal construe 
ted a small protective ark, which 
was only large enough for him 
and his equipment. It was 
designed to repel the effects of 
the shock waves and allow him 
to operate his devices, including 
a cosmic generator which would 
reverse the destructive effects of 
the waves. The reversal never 
took place, although the Krist- 
ella discovered that their life- 


forms remained as a weak mental 
-force which was attached to the 
grains of sand and contacted us." 

Sharon completed her tale and 
gazed at her companions across 
the table. 

"How very intriguing", said 
the Doctor. "So the more sand 
we have, the stronger the mental 
link with the sleeping .... and the 
sand in my socks was weakened 
by being such a small amount." 
I THE SILENT REMAINS OF ) 

| A PROUD RACE! | 

"Weakened, more logically, by 
being in your socks. Master," 
droned the dog. 

"Very good K-9 . . . that's 
very good," mused the Doctor, 
inwardly proud of the obvious 
success of his programming 
experiments to give K-9 a sense 
of humour. "I think we'd better 
find the ark and discover what 
went wrong with poor old 
Xebal's plans." 


"Poor old Xebal?" exploded 
Sharon. "He betrayed his people 
. . . they gave him the chance to 
redeem himself and ... it was 
mass murder!" 

"Illogical," came the mono¬ 
tone. "The Kristellans are still 
alive . . . there was no murder 
committed." 

The silence which greeted the 
dog's statement stood testament 
to the accuracy of the obser¬ 
vation and lasted until the 
Doctor's command rang out. 
"Man the systems ... we must 
locate the ark!" 

"Better obey. Mistress," said 
K-9. "You know it's unwise to 
disobey the Doctor's orders." 

"Perhaps the humour pro¬ 
gramming wasn't such a good 
idea after all," thought the 
Doctor as the TARDIS rose 
above the desert sands . . . the 
silent remains of a once proud 

The shadow of a great skeletal 
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tower glinting in the morning sun 
was joined by a skittering second 
shadow. The shadow was cast by 
the strangely incongruous blue, 
police-box poised to settle atop 
the oval ark at the tip of the 
vessel. As he lowered himself 
through the trap-door in the roof 
of the small structure, the 
Doctor's feet crunched upon a 
now familiar substance of Desar 
VII. 

"Sand," he called up, "there 
Sharon, it seems I was right after 
all." 

"How do you mean. Doctor?" 
Questioned the girl, peering 
through the open trap-door. 

"I mean that poor old Xebal's 
protective ark didn't save him, he 


was turned to sand too! But," he 
went on, examining Xebal's 
jumbled banks of machinery, 
"enough of his clutter did work 
to keep his people alive." 

There was a deep silence. 
Eventually Sharon called down 
into the gloom. "Can you make 
out any of the machinery. 
Doctor?" Her anxious voice 
echoed down among the strange 
tubes, screens and tangled wiring 
to where the Doctor knelt. 

"I think so ... in fact ... if 
the poor fellow hadn't gone to 
pieces, he would have succeeded. 
It seems that all we have to do is 
pull this lever to give his machi¬ 
nery full power." 

"You'd better get out fast 


when you do," called Sharon, 
"because there's no room for 
both of you and he might be . 
well . . . dangerousV 


I quite agree," murmered the 
Doctor, his knuckles whitening 
as his grip tightened on the 
power control lever. It moved 
slowly downwards, and with a 
force that took him completely 
by surprise the small cockpit-like 
compartment was alive with a 
fierce, glowing sandstorm. 
Trapped as he was among the 
tangle of machinery, the Doctor 
was helpless as the now fully 












formed gem-creature leaned 
menacingly forward . . . 

"I ... I ... I say . . . j .. j j . . . 
jolly good show, old bean," came 
the tremulous introduction "ti 
... b ... bit of a miscalcu¬ 
lation, what," he said, examining 
the outer shell of the arc with an 
extended feeler. "Knew I sh . . . 
should have made the sh . . . sh 
. . . shielding thicker," he mum¬ 
bled. 

The Doctor relaxed. "It seems 
that our master criminal is not 
the desperado we thought him to 
be," he thought. 

"Are you OK, Doctor?" 
Excitement tinged Sharon's 
voice. "Because there are about 
ten million crystal-creatures 
down below who want to see 
you!" 

"Not me," corrected the 
Doctor, dusting himself off. 
"They want to see Xebal. By-the- 
way old thing," continued the 


Doctor, turning to the poor stut¬ 
tering crystal beside him. "What 
on Desar did they imprison you 
for in the first place?" 

"The p . . . p . . . pp . . . prac¬ 
tice of science," stuttered the 
nervous hero. 

"Well then, I think we may be 
able to put in a good word for 
you with the Elders," assured the 
Doctor, helping Xebal up 
through the trapdoor. 

Once aboard the TARDIS, 
nothing remained but the down¬ 
ward flight to reunite Xebal with 
the cheering hordes below. 

"What," questioned the 
Doctor, turning to his faithful 
computer dog, "do your data 
banks think of Xebal's imprison¬ 
ment for practicing science?" 

"For someone only practicing. 
Master, he was exceptionally 
good at it," came the reply. 
"That does it," snapped the 
Doctor, "those humour banks 


will have to come out!" 

"Illogical to infer blame is 
mine," retorted the dog. "Stan¬ 
dard of humour depends entirely 
upon programming. 

"I think what he's trying to 
say," added Sharon, "is that they 
can't all be gems." 

As if in agreement, the 
Doctor's screwdriver had already 
begun to loosen the dog's service 
access panel . . . "Hold still, 
there's a good chap," reassured 
the Doctor. "This won't hurt a 
bit!" 


NEXT WEEK: 

THE DOCTOR VISITS A 
REMOTE CORNER OF THE 
GALAXY AND 
ENCOUNTERS A HIDEOUS 
MIND PARASITE! 
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se that yi 


featured UNIT 
and 23. 

Why not run a comic 
strip featuring Brigadier 
Lethbridge-Stewart and his 
team? You could call it 
"The Untold Tales of 
UNIT", and have the task- 
force battling alien menaces 
without your aid. I hope 
you will consider this idea, 
as it could prove to be an 
exciting strip. 

Tim Rogerson, 
Didcot. 



WHO CARES! 

Welcome to our exciting new-look letters page. Every week we receive 
thousands of your letters, but we'd like even more! Not only letters but 
photographs, drawings and stories. In fact, anything you think might 
be of interest to other Dr Who Weekly readers! 


SOUND TRAVEL 

Dear Doctor, 

Beware of a rogue bed¬ 
room running riot in space 

This first happened when 
I bought the Dr Who Sound 
Effects LP. As soon as the 
record started playing 'the 
TARDIS in flight', I was 
thrown against the wall 
when my bedroom lurched 
off, (all this time I was 
chewing jelly babies as 
recommended on the back 
of the LP cover). 

So far on my adventures 
I have collided with three 
cybermen spaceships, and 
one Dalek battle cruiser. I 
cannot stop my bedroom 
because there is a scratch on 
the record and it won't 

So, as a learner appealing 
to a master time traveller, 
HELP please! 

Andrew Jones, 
Wrexham. 
I'd like to help you Andrew, 
old chap, but with the 
randomiser in my TARDIS / 
find it difficult to go to any 
specific place nowadays! 

Mind you. I'm sure that 
the Gallifreyan Temporal 
Corps (time police, that is) 
will help out, and if not, 
just try and materialize in 
the shop where you bought 
the record and get them to 
replace it! 


Favourite. 

Least favourite . 


While writing to us, why Favourite 
not list your two favou¬ 
rite and least favourite 
features and picture 
strips in Dr Who Weekly 
and send them to us 
with your letter to: 

WHO CARES, 

Marvel Comics, 

Jadwtn House, 

| 205/211 Kentish Town 
i Road, London NW5. 


ideas for future issues .. 



SHORT STORY 

The Doctor had been 
stranded on the planet for 
too long — the Dalek's were 
almost upon him, but he 
had a few tricks up his 

He walked swiftly 
though the control room, 
the Daleks hadn't caught 
him yet — but they had him 
trapped in the giant com¬ 
plex. The Doctor moved on 
through the maze or corri¬ 
dors. He didn't have much 

make things work. 

He turned the corner and 
walked straight into a Dalek 
coming in the other direc¬ 
tion. With lightening fast 
reflexes the Doctor dodged 
past the Dalek and ran on 
until he came to a door. 

The Doctor went 
through the door just as a 
large crowd of Daleks came 



As soon as the Doctor 
entered the room he was 
transported to his TARDIS 
— the Daleks weren't so 
lucky — the Doctor had set 
the matter transporter 
controls to take them to the 
jungle regions of the deso¬ 
late planet! 

Reader: Chris Lees, 


TARDIS CAKE 

Dear Doctor, 

I'm sending you 
photograph of me taken of 
me on my eleventh t 
day. My Gran got n 
special birthday cake ir 
shape of your TARDIS. 

up cutting it, as it was 
e of sponge and cream 
layers - it would not have 
kept for too long! 

I hope you like the 
photograph. 

Ian Cook, 




Dear Mr Newsagent, 

Please reserve/deliver my 
copy of Dr Who Weekly 
every Thursday. 
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ON SALE NOW THROUGHOUT THE SOLAR SYSTEM! ■ 




